"B ROMANTIC STORY OF THE FAR

WEST. |

By the Author of “ Love or a -Lis,
heritance,” Bto.
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" derings, and as she came down the road
holding it in one hand ehe was absently
pulling to pleces the delicate pink blos-
soms with the other.

At hisunexpected appearance the warm
blood rushed to her pale face, and vhe
stood looking at him over that rosy cloud
of blossoms, her breath coming fast, her
bosom rising and falling with the rapid
beating of her heart.

Her evident mental distress put an end
to his self control, and he blurted out the
reason of his seeking her, without any
regard for eloquence or dignity of
speech. He was only conscious of a
wild, passionate desire to get her out of
that place.

8he looked at him first compassion-
ately; but, as he went on with his
earnest, if rather incoberent advice, her
compassion slowly gave place to astonish-
ment. Then suddenly that silent ns-
tonishnient was turoed to such o passion
of anger, contempt and loathing—such a
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scathing, pitiless storm of words, that he |

stood aghast,

“Go away!” she exclalmed, stretching
out her slender quiverlng hand towards
the red, dusty road. *'Never speak to
mo again!  Whatever I thought you—I
did nut imagine you were a base, con-
temptible coward! Go away, and never
let mo see your face againl”

He turned away without another word,
and wulked obediently down the road

inted out- for him by that trembling
hand.  Ho had no iden where it led to—
excopt that it was out of her sight. As
he turned away, ho saw her sink down,
all hor strength exhausted in that out-
burst of passion, the beautiful little brown
head bowed over the pink blossoms. He
caught fainfly the sound of a choked
sob, but he did not turn back to help her,
She had told him to go, and he was going.

CHAPTER VIIIL.

That evening, ns John Smith sat smok-
ing on the trunk of a tree before the door
of his eabin, Jack Newenham arrived in
the camp of Red Mactarvish. He made
straight for the isolated ecabin of John
Swith, guided thereto by some of the
wivers, most of whom were knocking
off work. This proud man of stainless
honor felt ashumed of himself, The first
glimpse he eaught of that lonely motion-
less figure reminded him forcibly that
he bad come to Red Mactarvish not to
seo the camp, but to beg the pardon of
the man he had so wronged the night
before.

John Smith sat there, smoking hard,
and staring ot a landscape he did not
even see, 50 blinded were his eves by
that vision of a beautiful, scornful face,
locking at him over those pink azaleas.

He did not hear Jack Newenham's ap-
proach till the latter touched him on the
shoulder. Then he turned with a start,
flushing n dull, deep red, and rising si-
lently to his feet as he saw who his vis-
itor was,

“I've been a brute!” said Newenham,
going to the point at once, like the stur-
dy downright Englishman he was. “I'd
like to shake hands with you, if you've
no objection,”

The dull flush faded slowly from John
Smithk's fdce, ns he stood looking away
towards the distant sierras that stood
out clearly against tho red evening sky.

“Not even the touch of your clean
hand can make me an honest man
again,” he said.

“No," eaid Newenham simply; “but
the present and future can; and the past
is gone by"—and he held out his hand,

John Smith took it. The action looked
only like an ordinary greeting, but that
silent hand clasp between the two men
was the seal of a friendship which never
faltered so long as life lasted.

Juck Nowenham stayed some time
with Smith, the latter doing the honors
of the camp. He was invited by several
wien to spend the night there, but he had
his own reasons for getting back to Dead-
man's Flat. The affair of the murder
was growing very serions; indeed it grew
tore serions every moment he spent in
Jolin Smith's eompany, for, if this John
Smith wgre the man he imagined hiw to
B, then that letter wasa terrible weapon
in the hands of those judges in Dead-
man’s Flat. Not that he for one moment
believed in the young man's guilt, for, it
Redfern Churchill and John Smith were
one and the e man, he was certaln
that he could not have done so base and
cowardly a thing ns to shoot down in
cold blood his most deadly cnemy,
Others, however, might not see matters
in the same light; and there was always
that ugly piece of evidence in the shape
of a letter against him

They had been walking for some thoe
in silence, John Smith accompanying
him a little way on the road back to
Deadman's Flat, when suddenly Newen-
ham stopped, unable to keep silence any
longer under the pressure of his anxie-
ties and fears. He glanced about him
and saw that the road was lonely and
wilent

“Are you Redfern Churchill?”
n‘nkﬂl. ln\\rl‘i!!g liis voice.

“Yeu," said the other simply.

That guiet “Yes” was o whole confes-
sion of frith in the other's honor, and
Newenham felt it to be so,

“You shall never have reason to re
gret having told me this,” be said
will tell you something, too—1 am going
to marry vour sister Violet.”

A deep drawu breath was the only
outward sign of pain, but this sudden re-
calling of tl'l.ltitlll-llillﬁ and scoenes so
long dead te him caused the young man
an acute pang. He ecould not speak, and
Newenham went on hurriedly:

“She has never forgotten you—it was
for her sauke that I came to Deadman’s
Flatto get tidings of vou [ did not
know you then—now, 1 would travel
double the distance for your own sake
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“You have done more than any man
would have done already; can do no
more. Iam dead to them, m{w and
all the old life. If you have not yet told
her that you have seen e, I beg of
not to do so—it would hurt .
Don't think mo ungrateful; I would give
my life to prove to you what 1 think of
the sacrifice you have made for my sake.
Heaven blesa you both!"

He turned abruptly away, and walked
swiftly back in the direction of the

its rocky uneven bed at the foot of the
Red Mactarvish camp and gentle
soughing of the breezo among the fra-

grant ﬁ:}u
Suddenly there was a faint rustling

sound in the ditch which ran right across |

the road. Then a figure moving therein
cautiously raised itself up till there np-
peared a pale flabby face, still heavy
with the drunken sleep which had
caused tho man to seck suddenly and in-

voluntarily the bottom of that ditch, on |

his way home to Deadman's Flut. The
faco was surrounded by tangled yellow
locks, to which u.llwred’ clay and twigs
and various other trifles. gathered in
that uncxpected and hasty plunge into
the ditch, After carefully reconnoitering
the dusk on either side, he rested his
elbows upon the edge of the bank and
propped up his still rather unsteady hend
with his hands, Poker Dick was cogitat-
ing, for even to his hazy and extremely
expansive viewsof propriety theroseemed
a elight doubt as to the fuirness of taking
advantage of a private conversation to
tio u halter round another man's neck.
He had not even any grudge against
Redfern Churchill; on the contrary, he
rather liked him,

On the other hand, however, Poker
Dick’s affairs wero in rather o desperate
condition, and there was even somo talk
of expelling him from the virtuous com-
munity of Dendman’s Flat. Anenergetic
display of virtue in the shape of captur-
ing a “wanted” murderer might soften
the hearts of his fellow townsmen. Then
there was that handsome reward which
it was decided should be given.

“1 guess I'll sleep on it!” muttered the
perplexed man to himself nt lust, letting
himself drop once more into the molst
clay at the bottom of the ditch. *I'min
a bit of a buzz!"

In the early morning of the next daya
small band of men came down the road
leading from Red Mactarvish, The tramp
of their feet was steady and regular, in-
dicating that they were on some grave
business. A few persons lingering about
the doors of the *Red Unicorn” before
beginning the serious duties of the day
eaught sight of that small band as it
turned round a bend in the road.

Jack Newenbam, talking to Quaker
Joe nbout a shooting expedition that
would take up two or three days, turned
with tho others to look at the advancing

roup. Miss Snaresbrook also looked,

sming with a soft laugh from some ex-
travagant compliment just paid her by
the gentleman at her side, the proprictor
of the grocoery establishment of Dead-
man's Flat, who, sttructed by her ap-
pearance as she stood inside the small
inclosure before the hotel, had run over
from his store at tho opposite side of the
square to exchange “good day” with
her.  Mr, Bnaresbrook turned from his
ferocious contemplation of the adoring
gracer Lo gaze too at that rapidly ap-
proaching band. It began to attract the
attention of others too—children ran
down the road to find out what was
“up,” for that solemn, steady procession
evidently meant something. Men, lun-
guidly strolling forward, caught the
meaning of their words as they shrilly
called out the discovery they had made
Voices caught up the burden here and
there along the road, until quite a great
wave of sound reached the ears of those
stauding about the “Red Unicorn," from
which they could distinguish the woris,
“Murderer”—"Go-for-him Tom"—*Red
Mactarvish"—""nabbed."

There was a variety of expresslons on
the eager faces of those assembled in the
square ns the words reached thewn —ex-
citement, interest, curiosity and satisfac-
tion. Even the grocer hastened forward,
though in doing so he had to leave Miss
Bnaresbrook be.ind. Quaker Joe was
already hal way across the square. So
was Juck Newenham, a heavy sinking
feeling at his heart

The procession, which was now a silent
one, us if the stern resolution and gravity
of those men in its center had checkod
even the excited curiosity and engor
gratification of the townspeople who had
githered about them, was more than
ball wny ncross the square before it
parted sufticiently to allow of the chief
actors in it being seen.

There were about twenty of them-—
the committeemen appointed to see into
the matter of the murder, n few miners
from Red Mactarvish who had come
mlong to see the end, and in the midst of
them John Smith, or, as he was now
Encown to be, Redfern Churchill.

He was very pale, but otherwise guite
cool. When arrested at the eamp, just
as he was procesding to his day's work,
hie haul come away quistly, without say-
ing 0 word. Newenham, forcing his
way through the ecrowd smrrounding
him, renched his side.
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the lady population of Deadman's Flat
as it used once to have on the women in
the drawing rooms of New York and
Brooklyn,

The crowd outside prepared to awnit
the verdict with patience. Mr. Snares-
brook wandered about rather aimlesely
for a little while, He inquired for his
daughter; but¥ho had disappeared
was not to be found.

dewn cabin at the end of the corral which
Quaker Joe had kindly handed over for
his oecupation,

It waa there, half an hour later, that
his daughter found him.

CHAPTER IX.
Mr. Boaresbrook was sitting, white,

. was found lying

| otely the matter had been

|

i

and |

faint and trembling, as if smitten with |

ague, on the inverted barrel which serv-
ed him as a chair.

morning, and the loss of their intoxica-
ting strength left him as palsied as an

ner every
wahm Une
fortunately his manner told against him.
His answers were bositating and some.
times confused; and aslittle by little links
of evidence, so trifling that at firet they

scarcely m to bear upon the case,

Joined ves till lkdrl
united & chain strong |
enough to aman, he scomed to give |

|

up, with but little show of surprise, all
hope of sotting himself freer He had
scarcely expected to be convicted, though |
lws knew that his peril was i but, in
his ignorance of what t can do in
building up circumstantial evidence, he
had imagined that could find
proof encugh against him to hang him,
The things thai told most nst him
were thas lotter and a revolver which
hidden in the under- |
growth near the body. [t was proved to |
bo his by some men who had often seen
him with i, It that he had
given his revolver to Tom Chirnes ns
part payment of a debt, and unfortun-
Pt quite
private. Redfern Churchill had too
much disturbed at finding that woman's
handkerchief to make search for any-
thing else, and ho had not seen the re-
volver as it lay under s tuft of fern.
There was no one to prove that ho had
given it to Tom Cairnes, and ho knoew
that his word was not believed. As ho
saw how small were the things that told
agninst him, and thought how easily |

they might be gathered up against an- |

other, he became altogether silent, and |
flunlly declined to give any more reasons
why he should not bo hamged hy the
neck till he was dead.

Outwardly, though very pale, he pre-
served a stolcal indifferonce. Newen-

bam, watching him with keen, anxions |

eyes, caught every now and then
glimpse of a quivering musele, of a sud-
den glow of hot life blood in the still, pale
face, which betrayed inward trouble, He |
vould not guess that it wassome thought
of Elaine which stung his friend, that

| every now and then he could not help a
He had touchwd no stimulants that |

old man in his dotage—a pitiful wreck! |
| The girl’s eyes, gleaming with ahard ex-

pression of fierce despair, suddenly soft-
ened as sho burst into tears.

| without ono look,

He looked at her, a father's love giv- |
ing back to the bleared dull eves somo of |

their old manliness and beauty.
he gently stroked her hair with the trem-

Then |

biing hand which had so long lost its |

cunning.
that tender touch, half fearful, as if he

She sobbed on convulsively, |

felt his own unworthiness, grieving her |

more thap all else,

“What is it?" he asked at last.

“Oh, father,” ghe cried between her
sobsg, “ean’t we save him? Is there no
way? Can't we do anything?

A strange look came into her father's
eyes as that sobbing ery—the wail of o
woman's broken heart—Dburst from her
lips. The look was almost pitiful in its
amazement and horror—that cry was
such a terrible revelation to him.

bitter longing that she should have given
him one sign of understanding before all
camo to an end. But she hiad hidden
lierself away and left him to his fute,
When the trial wus |
over, however, heseemed to have become |
really quiet.

"It can’t bo helped!” he said.  “After
all”—with a faint smile parting his lips
~*1 should have been an awkward rela-
tion."

“Don't talk such confounded rubbish!"
eried Jack Newenham, savagely, the un- |
dertone of pain excosing his apparent
roughness. How often he had thought

| that himself, when contemplating the
| vircumstances of his future brother-in-

| went on with a touch of impatiehge.

He raised her face that he might look |

down into her tear dimmed eyes, which
betrayed the sacred secret of the girl's
stricken heart.  They did not flineh be-
fore his gaze, neither did the white
cheeks flush. 1t was too supreme a mo-
ment for any display of muaidenly shy-
nuss.

“Oh, father! sho cried ngain, hiding
her face against his shoulder,

There was a moment's silence, and
then she sprang to her feet.

“Oh, something must be done!  Per-
haps they have condemned him! Ob,
come—come, Ho must be saved, whether
he is guilty or not!™

“Why do you think he is guilty?" he
asked, rising slowly.

It was dreadful for her to hear her
thought put inte words. She started,
gasping for breath, and for a moment
her father thought she was going to
faint. But the knowledge of Redfern
Churchill's awful peril steadied ber wav-
ering senses.,

“Come and save him, father! You

| must speak for him.”

“How can I do anything in this con-
ditions”" he exciaroed anon sudaen ont.
burst of quernlousness, * 1 must have
something to keep mysell up: might as

| well be dead already for any good 1

nm."

She turned away desperately, hope-
lessly. What help could such a father
bs 1o her in this her hour of agony —
syrely tho most terrible that s woman

| who loved could pass throwgh?

“It's a lie,” he eried, facing the lead. |

Ing man of the arresting party—"'an in-
famous lie! If you do him any harm,
you shall swing for it!"

“He'll bave a fair trinl,” answered the
man, with sullen civility, *“Clear out,
boys, and let us poss!™

“Leave me alone,” said Redfern
Churchill to Newcenham, in a low, hur-
ried tone, though his eves expressed his
gratitude for the geuerous chawpion
ship.  “Fm all right.”

“Besides,” he added, in a still lowes
tone, ns the young Englishman, with
ominously gleaming eves and pale set
!"['i. still !h-lll Il_\' his side, “1 would
rather you kept out of the row, for an-
other's sake. L'l tell you when it is all
finished.”

They had no further opportunity for
Speiaking, asat that woment they reachad
the inclosure where Mra Quaker Joe
was standing just inside.

Her cheeks were crimson with excite-
ment; she was furious st Churchill's nr-
rest, being
though, after fhe {asbion of women, she

copvinced of his innocence, |

The father notlesd his  danghter's
heavy sigh, and it scemed to disturb
him,

“Why are yon so afraid?’ he asked
fretfully. “I will help you both—I pro-
mise you."

“Oh, father,” sho cried, in n tone of
impatient bitter contempt, *“*how can you
help me or any one®™

It was the first time she had ever nsed
such a tone towards him. Bhe turned
awny, a sudden wild resolve seizing her.
She would go bofors those stern fuced
judges herselfl and plead the prisoner’s
iklpae,

father!
speak for him."

“itome and save him You must

As she moved swiftly away from the
enbin, Mr. Suareshrook sat down again,
He was trembling from head to foot, nnd
now it wis ot uIl|_\ from the weakness
of over drinking.

“She's quite right,” he muttered to
himself, “but its hard, T know she has
thousht it all alonge, bat shio ligs never

sail it before—aot even when 've been
the greatest brot Sl has grown tired
of me at last! Noria it any wonder, Oh,
my darvliug, what doya of happiness I

hiave -|-'|---| vou ofl ALl ets !:li!l\ will

ot be ot enough to atone

He broke out inta sobw—wonk, chilid
i.‘-!!, for even the diguity of manhoeod’s
grief had gone froog him

As L t thore, misee i!,-.;-,”,, Lep
himself, the trial io the spare parlor of
the "Hed Unicorn”™ cama to wn eml, and
Roedfern Churobiil) was fonnd guilt

“But it is horrible—this!™ eried New-
enham as he stood facing the condemned
man in the corner of the roowm, 1o which
they had been permittod to retire for o

short interview at the end of the trial

The jury and one or two withessos
stood] talkings in v lertones ot the other
end of the roon

Newenham felt that he could not be-
liese it; hoe bhad pleaded, e had even
threntened, uniil hs v that bis futvr-
ference only mnde ypatter 10 for the

prisoner. Besides, even ho pould not byt

| innocent, loving lifo be tortured by such

I all turning to look ot her.

| men who had

law's life as connected with his own! |
“But never mind about me,” Churchill |
4
want (o speak Lo you about Vielet." His
voice faltered, but only for o mowment. |
“There is no one who can help her like

you, Tell her what you like—only not
the truth, That would half kill her.
But if she knows nothing she will lsam
ut lnst not to look out for or expect to ses
we aguin.  After all T shall be only one
of many who disappear without word or
wign; and she will learn to be happy with
you and forget.”

Violet's lover promised, feeling that
ufter all it was best. Why should her

knowledge as this?

It was strange that neither of them
thought of the other sister, who was a
brilliant woman of fashion.  She had felt
her brother's disgrace bitterly, and had

shown it, having grown almost to hate |

him in the selfish and hard pride of her
heart, which valued honor only eo far
us it gave her rank and position in the
world of fashion,

“There's another,” bogan Chuarchill |
again, lushing n dull deep red, *'She”"— |

The word had scarcely lgft his lips |
when the door was suddenly flung open
and “she” appeared on the threshold,

For u few moments she stood, llmkim:
blindly about her. Then snddenly the
confusion of objects, waving dimly to
and fro in what seemed a blood stained
mist, cleared, and the undefined forms
grouped themselves into distinet shapes.
AL the farther end of the rootn, discuss
ing the matter with Quaker Joe, who
had managed to eludo the vigilanes of
his better half and slip into the roomu,
were the jury. A few yards nearer (o
her were the other two men, gazing at
her with sturtled eyes

There was something about the whole
sceene that told her it was all over, To
thoe end of her life she could have de-
seriboed the strange pale fuces of the two
near her—every poso of the judges—
every detail of the room, disordersd by |
hats and conts lyving about it, and scats
disarrangoed —even the ludicrous appear-
anco of Quaker Joo, who in his exoite.
ment had rubbed up his sfubby hair till
it stood on end like o hodgehog's bristles,

She took a step forward into the room,
Sho opencd
her lips, but she could only utter a sharp,
low ery, that seemed to frecee the Blood
of every man in the room. They were
faced death in many
shapes; but there was not one prosent
who would not rather have faced it once
more in its mwost dread form than have
Lieard such n ory again.

Lot me speak to him!"” sho whispered
at last, in 0 husky voice; but in the hush
thit Lind followssl that cry the whisper
reached every man in the room.

With ane secord they moved towards
the door, treading softly  past her, uot
once glancing aside at her, os sho stoml
there, ke somo white ghost, in their
midsg, The door closed gently boland
thews, and shie was alone with Redforn
Chiurchill,

He—though still stirred to his soul’s
depths by that cry, the meaning of
wlhitch hie vaguely understood — recovered
himself Hrst, and stepped slowly towards
her,

“Thia is not o fit place for yvou," he
eid gentlv, *“Why did von come?*

“Why did T come? gho echoed, her
white face erimsoning with  passion,
“That is a hard question to ask a woman,
Yot why should T pot tell you? What
toes it mntter what any woman says at
such o moment ad this? You may de- |

spise me—perhaps to-morrow 1 shall de- |
[rise, loathie wvself—hut I can't help it! |
Ao vou ot going to die, and  did 1 s

drive you away from e only vesterday
with such unkind, wicked words?  Oh,
will you ever forgive me?™ |
A morent later and Churchill’s arms
wire ihout her nevk.
e exclaimed—* me?
I thought you hated
I all the time 1 loved yon with
every breath 1 drew!™

‘Yo Jove s
I can't beliove it!

e ol

Then ho mised her pale facn with
zonitle hut o pervious forco, and kissed jt
util o was eriosion, Onply for one meo-
etk o) sl viedld toth BU | rCiie pission

of thuir luve

sShe withdrew herself hastily from his
the shadow of his terrible fate
closed down upon the glory of their sud- |
denly sequired happiness

armis;

“Oh, why didd you do it she eoried
sharply YO, could any onewy e
worth such o sin? O, surely you should
have pardoned hio twenty times rather
than have done so buso a thing!™ |

I—have done so bass o thing® e
toxo had "'"I""'l buck & fow [rsees and

he locked at her, paln, bewilderment |

|t her side—‘oh, my love!™
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He could say no more, and she came a
forward

“What did you mean? sho asked,
slowly, in n volee that was strangely
calui after the passion of the moment be-
fore, “Did you mean that you did not
do that™

“Ido it Hiavolce tremblad with in-
dignation, in spite of his effurt at self
control. “Why"—ho was going to say,
“you know 1 did mot!" but changed
hia mind, *“‘Hush, darling! Don't let us
speak of that!” ho began. But she check-
ed him, coming closo to him and laying
her hand upon his arm.

“You did not do it? 8o you know"—

“Elaine, what is the use of g
of it he exclaimod, feeling all the
sharpness of his pain.  *“lIs it not enough
that 1 am willing”—

“Don't—don’t tell me anuntruth! You
know who it is! Tell me!"

He did not answer. Sho looked up into
his face for a few moments, but his eyea
did not mweet hers, tly her hand
fell from his arm, and she moved away,
then stood still, her face turned towards
the window,

“You thought that I did it,” sho said
slowly, in n faint tone.

“Elaine, dear," he maid, striding swiftly
He was
dazedd by the joy of the revelation that
had come from her lips. Remorse for
his shameful doubts had as yet no
in his heart. He could feel only the wild
delight of knowing that she was inno-
cent.  “‘Elaine!” he repeated,

But sho was stunned by the new shock,
and felt powerless to move or speak.

Thore was n soft knocking at the door,
and Churchill understood the signal, He
looked at ber, and saw how the blood

| was fading from her face and lips. She

had believed in his guilt. To huve found
nim innocent would have filled her heart
with joy; but to find him innocent, but
believing in her guilt, was the last stroke
she could bear.  As his arms closed rourd
her, she sunk senseless upon his breast,
He kissed her—once—twice—with 1
as gray as her own, then laid her gently
down and harried to the door,

He found Newenham standing outside,
having come to eall him.  The commit-
teemen  felt that v was time to reinstate
Justion in its vightful position, vet from
a certain delicacy they sent tho message

| owhich was to end that interview by his

friend. They felt it wonld be easier for
him and her to bear. .

1 know,” said Charchill, not waiting
for Newenham to speak.  *“Go in and see
aftor her. 1 would mther— For her
sake, and mine, too.  Don't you see? |
couldn't bear that you"—  Hin voice fal-
teved, and a tremsor shook him. 16 was
the first sign he had shown of shrinking
from the fate that awaited him. He
wonld meet it bravely enough, but he
could not bear that Newenham should be
a witness of his ignominions end.

Newenham understood.  Neither of the
men cared to k another word; there
waus o clinging hand shake, and then Red-
fevn Churchill stepped out to join tho
men who awalted him.

CHAPTER X.

The understanding which had come
about between Elaine and Redfern had
considerably altered the young man's
views regarding his fate. Ile would
havo died willingly in her place, keenly
as ho had fele her strange conduct in al-
lowing him to do so. o had not ex-
pected her for one moment to como for-
ward and confess what ho had believed
her to be guilty of; but he had hoped

that she would give one sign—to him |

alone—that she understood and appreei-
ated the sacrifice he was making. Ho
didd not want gratitude—only recogni-
tion, to show that she wns what ho be-

lieved her to be. Now he bad discovered |
her innocence, ho was overwhelmed nt !

his own mad and even shamoful suspi-
clons.  How he could thus have suspect
ed her seemed ineredible to his under-
standing, Every word, every look, every
sign of fear and confusion he could in-
terpret now in the light of her own sus-
picions of himself, His soul was filled
with remworse at his infamous doubits of
her, and he felt no bitterness ngainst her
for her doubts of him. If he, like the
hase, unchivalrous madiman ho had been,
conld have suspected her, was it even

e
He glanced up, for ho had been walk.
ing silently and mechanically along by
the gide of the two vitizens of Deadman’s
Flat who had beon elected his wurders;
tho rest of the men had dropped o little
bohind. There was something in bis
faco that they respected.  And, after all,

od

it would not be easy for him to eseape, |
Tho first attempt at flight would bring o |

dozen bullets ubout him, It would only
bo hastening the seutence by a few  mo-
ments,  Redfern Churchill, bowever,
had been too much absorbed in his
thoughts to think of trying to escape,
even if he had fmagined it possible, It
wins only now that, ralsing his eyes from
that troubled meditation, ho saw how
pear they had eome to the fatal rendes
vors,  Then suddenly o great and terri
ble revulsion of fecling set in, In one
swift thought hoe tasted to the full wll the

surprising that she should have suspect- |

delights and triumphs of life, all the bit |

terness of death,
Why should he suffer for an unknown
murderer’s erime?

He stopped abruptly, turning eharply

round in the dusty voud, his face flush
ing with wrathfulness against the men
who had condemned  him so unjustly,
Budden s the movement was, the clos
ing up of the men loitering behind him
wid quite ns swift,  Careless os it appa
rently was, thelr guard was a8 stern s
thelr faces wero pitiless. Ho saw that
ntil gnw how ||-r||- Joss it was to it
to escape—nevertheless, ho resolved g
try, It woubld be deatls, ho know; but i
should not bo the ignominions death of »
oz !
He drew in his breath hard botwoop
hig clonched tecth and turned to walk o
again, and the wen lllnp]nwl inter theis
previous positions.  They had not said o
word; but their watch was more vigilant
tuan befure,  Ho knew thoe place they
wers golug to, and he thought over w
plan ns they marched along,

The tree which had been set apuart fin
the use of an avenging justice stood, solis
tary, om a wound, which, sloping down
gently on three sides into the great pine
woods, on the fourth -Ialur--l abruptly
into u ravine same two hondeed  feet
deep, tho sides of which were rocky,
covered with a shurt furze and thorn
undirerowth, with here and there a pine.
There wis po foothold —st lenst nonoe te
b found for o man who would not wail
to search for one, and he knew that ng
tune woulil bo give his
st Hoe would go over it |1¢".h”t-[;g -
Lo cortain death; bt be would go.  Th
ouly diffieulty would be to reach tho edge
of that procipice, as there would be se
wny willing bands to pgevent i,

Now, for the Gyt Lime, he noticed how
lirsitedd thie witnessces of the mpproaching
tragedy were to by Gienerully, such an
event attracted pearly all the town and

n him to choose

Ho was innocent, |

outlving settloments, e wondered whiasg
bl happened 1o snige so suddenly
thiat grewsome vuriosity He vould not
gucss that, ot of symepathy with thas
gltl, with that cx still rimging
i their car itovmen  had
quictly bt decisi L ndssesd  tha
crowd awaiting to cscomt the prisoner,
They Liad 1old the § e that they had |
better depart  guickly —that, i the
" L il ey
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chose, might hasten on to the
mad.mﬂnu await the falfillment
of the setutence.

As the party turned off froifl the road
and began to ascend the mound, tl«-y‘
canght sight of various members of the

Intion of Denduinn's Flat also mak-
their nscent.  When the
emerged from among the troes thete was
asserbled on the bure eminencea goodly
concourse of spectators.  They wete con-
templating the tree, which stood out«
linedd clearly against the brilliant bine |

sky, at the summit of the mound, Many |
wero dh‘%ﬂh much gravity |
ous mattors sh to less interested speo-
:‘lm might haveseemed ghastly and re.
t‘"l{:’uhlll glanted from the treo to the
grave, earnest erowd; then ho set his
teeth more elosely, for there wero but a
fow paces botwoeen hin and death, With
n swift. look round his eyes took in tho
ridge somo yards bevond the tree, be
hind which the mound dropped sharply
down into the abyss,

The sun shone, and the air was full of
the sweet breath of the pines.  There was
A twitter of birde in bush and trees, the
flash of their wings through the hot,
fragrant air. Far off in tho distance
was the purple ontline of the everlasting
hills, above was the dazeling blue of n
cloudless sky, and before him that ghastly
tree, whero his life, with ita grand possi-
bilities and its nowly found love, was
suddenly to end.

For a moment his heart and brain
seemed to burn in flores, mnd  revolt
against his nnmerited doom; then sud-
denly passion, tumualt, rebollion  died
away, and perfect ealmness remnined.

He reached the summit a yard or two
in front of his guards, The crowd fall-
ing back a littlo ag ho approached, for
there was not sufficient space on the
highest point for all to stand thore, it
Iappenesd that for a momenut he stood
raised above spectators and executioners,
his graceful athletio figure as clearly
outlined agningt that distant blue sky as
the treo itself,

“Look hore,” ho said, slowly and dis-
tinetly, raising his hand 1o insure a
heaving—"1 did not commit that mur-
der!™

There was o dead silence. Then one
of tho jury, in a tone of contempt, nskod
why he took the trouble to mako such a
statement now,

“Not becauso T am-afraid todie. While
I was being tried 1 had o reason  for i i
lence.  Now I know it was a falso one,
nnd seo no canse why I should die in the |
place of an unknown hlauk.imml "

“1t is reyther lato in the day to try to
gull us, If yon thought sich I'uult‘rr‘
wouldn't take us in before, it ain’t mue
uso bringin' it forrard now."

“Vory well,” sald Churchill, *T'll die,
because T must; but not as o murderer,
for I am innocent!”

Beforo they could take in his meaning |
he had turned sod run lightly up to the
top of the ridge behind the tree, then for
ono moment he stood poised on that edgo,
cool, defiant, & picture of lfe, strength
and youthful vigor; the next, the strain-
ing eyea of the spectatdrs saw him leap
forward into that awful space that lay
beyond, and then there was left only the
line of blue sky, clear and unbroken, be-
yund the sharp edgo of the clilf. There
was n moment’s breathless silence, then
a greneral rush forward up to the summit
of the mound,

The rush, however, was checked by
the introduction of a new element—a
horse spurred on by an apparently fran-
tic man came dashing up between the
seattered trees of the slope.

“Brop-swtopl” erfed the man at the top
of his yoice,

| a shameful doath.

“Stap—utop! eried the man at the top oy
his voice,

His impetuous approach, his stentorian
tone of command, had the effect of mo-
mentarily checking the majority of that
excited crowd.

“Old Bnaresvrook como  to seo the
fun!” excluimed ons man.,  “He's too |
late.”

Mr. James Soareshrook was  soon
among them, and springing from the |
back of tho steaming, pauting animal he
had ridden,

“Good heavens!” heo exclaimed, his
faco ghastly pale with horror, *“you |
haven't hanged kim?' The words end- |
od in almost a wail of agony as he faced |
the erowd gathering ewiftly roitnd him, |

Many at once rushied off to the cliff, |
Bnaresbrook’s words bringing  back to |

them prominently Redfern Churohill's
fate; the rest lingerod, overpowered by
a still deepor curiosity,  They all in |
stinetively felt that this was only the be
ginming of the trogedy,

“Don’t tell me he's dend—~for heaven's
eiko don’t tell me 'm too lae!™ he cried,
that note of agony still in his voice and
lwrgo drops of moisture gathering on his
birow s he gazed from one stern faco ta
another,  *IU too horrible! T eame o
tako his place, and now T am too Jate! 1
have murdered Lim, too!”

“Speak up clearly, Sunreshrook,™ said
one man, stepping to the front and mo
tioming  back  the expectant, staring
crowd, which obeyved, letiving the two
men in the center of o little ciecle, I
wid one of the committeemen who had
taken up the commmnl.  He was bogin
ninge 1o sew that they had made some ter-
rible mistnke,  His anxious but pitiless
eyes were flxed upon the agonized, quiv
ering features of James Snaresbrook,

“I murdered Thomns Cairnes!™ A
thrill of horror and excitement stireed
the crowd; but the [ nlllu controlled
themselves us Snnrestrook went on. 1
met him do the woods by appointment
Lo pay hing somothing that I owed him.,
Ho had given wmo the choice—vcither ta
pay up, or give him my daughter, e
bl seem her in "Frisco with me and pes
tered ber with his hateful attentions, 1
could ot pay up, and in the place of
my danghiter 1 meant to give him o bul-
let theomgh his heart It was murder,

i you like, for 1 weot out with the in- I

tontion of Lilling him,  He had no aerey
in him, He would b tukien  her,
though it would have Kille]d ) 1 was

holf drunk when I got 1o the place ap-
poiutod, bt not drunk enough not =to
know what T was about, | walted till
his b turned. | knew my hand
was not steady, and 1 woas afrnid of
missing. He might have had timo to

wk was

kill me—and there was my danghter,
Then I fired. That was alll 1 came
buck to Dosdman's Flat, 1 koew it

would comoe out sooner or later, so 1
stopped about, 1 dida’t want any other
man o swing in my place, so 1 just
hung about il the murderer was
wanted, and hers 1 am!  But don't say
T'w too late!”

| distant relative died before even he

| effectually silenced the tnunts of Mr,

| faanily have got away with §4,500,000, and

1 breatbing ws cne obght to

His voice had become gradually s/
steady, and at last broke out
that anguished appeal. 18
stirred the hearts of more olley
bt there wna no pity in the faces of his
listonors, <
Redfern Churchill's desperate act of
herolo deflance had already caused &
current of feeling to set itin in
and now to hear that lie was

g

hich, still ﬂgﬁ::n:p:;li —

which, st

had gatherod about Jmm&um
The nows wis communicated from one

body lying, face downward, on the
of nn unattainable rock.  Tho sight of
young ian's body stretched there broke

down the last | r of self control, and
nothing could k the enraged crowd
in cheok.

When the townsmon of Deadman’s
Flat returned about noonday to thele din-
ners and dally occupation, they were
minus one of their number,

James Snareshrook met his fate brave-
ly, horriblo though it wax, The weasure
of his punishment was filled: for lis was
too late to suve an innocent man, whom
his daughter lovad, and he diel without
one kiss or one word of farowell from
the lips of thas v theonly being
on earth who cared for him. She wos
still unconscious when he had gone in to
poe her before starting on his last ride,
and ho bhad not dared to linger for an in-
stant, In his lnst moments his thoughts
wero of her; he remembered that, on her
recovery to vonscionsnms, she would
learn the newsthat her father was a two-
fold murderer, and at once death lost all
It terrors,

Redfern Churchill did not dip after all,
Tt was confidently asserted in Deadwan's
Flat, wheroe belief in such things was not
common, that he was savedl by a Di-
vine miracle, Perhaps it may safely be
gaid that the inhabitants of s
Flat nover rejoiced so keenly or so grate-
fully over anything na they did over the
return to life of the man they had once
gone out o choerfully to hang, It was
Jack Newenham who, at the imminent
risk of his own life, went down the
pico to recover what he believed to baths
dlead body of his friend. It was ho
finding that lifo still lngeroed,
Churchill back to consciousness, Then
followed a long, weary, anxious time.
Months by, and even then {
Churchill was not, nor ever could be,
samo strong athietio man who had taken
that desporate leap to save himsell
Ha nover m:
he knew that, ns & man sows, 50 ho
reap, Therond that led to that awful
precipleo had boen chosen of his own fres
will when he first plunged recklessly into
folly and sin.

To him, ns to Elaine, earthly
noss was long in coming, The
her father’s shameful death was a
rible blow to her; but at last there
n day when the two turned back to
and hope. Together she and
Churchill lived down the past.
hard work, but they succoeded.
Tom Cairnes' death there was no _
the real fucts of his disgrace ]
licly known. Tho man whose
had taken, holding o
business and soclety, b

blish the fact that he had been
E.n low gambling house. A
too, when Redfern Churchill p _
back to the full all that he had taken,
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and then he had still less motive for men-

tioning the affair. Churchill himeelf
felt the disgrace to the end of his
to him nothing could wipe it put.
had committed the crime in o moment of
desperation, tempted by Cairnes. By an
acoldent bio hiad picked up the bundle of
notes justat the time when the
fover was high upoun him, There were
but a doren stops between him and the
table, where ho thought that luck, in s
socond, would convert him from a ruined,
desperate man to one who would resolve
nover to enter such a placeo .

“Yon can pay him back with interost
in an hour,” Tom Cairnes lind urged, ns
the young man began to put the m‘-
book back into the cont from w i
had fallen, “Bowerby is in the next
room, us drunk as a fiddler; ho'll nover
know you borrowed it. Luck mum
change,” and #o on, until Charchill,
scarcely knowing what he did, fell,

As for the Hon, Jack Newenham, a

vould leavo tho bedsideof his friend, and
left him a considerable fortune, whicl

Churchill, senior, on the subject of the
folly of marrying vounger sons. V!
went with him to England to look after
his now property, and all his friends de-
clared that there was no happler
in the land than the Hon, John and
Newenham,

Redfern Churchill and his wife often
exchanged visite with the Newenhams,
and the friendship between the Ameri-
can and English houscholds was reckon.
el by them as not the least good thing
among the many that had come iota
their lives.

THE END.

A perfoct meter is claimed as essentinl
to an extended use of the incandescont
light, ns the constant system only works
satiufactorily  dn comwercial  lghting
when closing hours are nearly unitorm,

Euglish LRoyalty's Expenditures,

The royal family of England, exclusive of
the queen berself, bos cost the British tax
pisyers searly 3‘.:-'_1‘“".(“] i bard cash
the last twenty years, This doss not include
the cost of palaces apd other similar expendi-
tures for perssanent improvements.  Most of
the money has boen pakd 10 members of the
royal famdly o order to enable them to form
congenind  matrimonial  alliances and live
cofortably ln ddleness.  The king of the
Belginns and the king of Hanover, for ins
stance, have received an average of $3,000,-
W00 aplece. The Cambridge branch of the

Prince Albert managed tospeod alone al-
most §4,000,000,  The direct offspring of Vie-
toria aud Allert bave not been unduly eco-
nomieal in spending  the people's money,
either. The Empress Fralerick has rouull'ui
almost #1,500,000; that useful gorson, the
Pripce of Wales, bas speat §12,25 i Prin-
cvss Allce, $640,000; the Duke of Edinburgh,
£2.000,000; Princess Chelstian, $750,000; Prin-
coms Loubse, 00 000, the Duke of Connnught,
$1.075,000, and the Duko of Albany, §740,000,
-—l'lailndulinllm econd,

Amuerican Genlus,

The most versatile Amwrisan has boen dig-
coversl gt Mosheoville, Hillstule county,
Mich, Heisn regularly ordained preacher,
but also proetico plicine and surgery, has
proved his oy to galo a living at cabinet-
mukivg, and s askillful deaughtsman, sur-
vopor and (ruit gardetier.—Drake's Magas
tlue

Huw to Go Up Stairs
“How do wouwn go up stairs!” asks Mabel
Jopess i one of bor talks on ph}“ cul-
ture, und suswors the gquestion as follows:
They bend forward, lwttiug the fBgure Bop
together, Tho chost is oontracted and they
can't breathe. Whon thio reach 'lhulqutl.
heart §s benting like a trip hammer. The
effort siould be roleced oae-bialf dlﬂp’,’
staunding strmght, beeping the chest up
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